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we see constantly two female millers, sitting cross-
legged on the ground, turning by one handle the upper
of two small stones, we are at once struck with the force
of the illustration used to explain the uncertainty which
should prevail at the destruction of the City. It is
difficult, on looking at two persons so engaged, to con-
ceive a situation in which it would be less easy to remove
the one without interfering with the other; and this
point was admirably enforced by reference to a custom
with which every listener in those countries must have
been quite familiar. The industry of commentators
on the Bible has, I observe, long ago discovered the
true explanation of this, and many other passages
apparently obscure, but pregnant with meaning when
duly investigated. Nevertheless, I aver that a whole
quarto of commentaries on the above verse could not
have impressed my mind with a tenth part of the con-
viction which flashed upon me when I first saw two
women actually "grinding at the mill;" all unconscious,
poor folks, of the cause of my admiration, and as yet
ignorant, alas! of the sublime lessons, to enforce and
explain which their humble task was referred to.

On the morning after my arrival at Bombay, I got
up with the first blush of the dawn, and hastily drawing
on my clothes, proceeded alone greedily in search of
adventures. I had not gone far before I saw a native
sleeping on a mat spread in the little verandah extending
along the front of his house, which was made of basket-
work plastered over with mud. He was wrapped up
in a long web of white linen, or cotton cloth, called, I
think, his cummerbund, or waist-cloth. As soon as
the first rays of the sun peeped into his rude sleeping
chamber, he "arose, took up his bed, and went into his
house." I saw immediately an explanation of this
expression which, with slight variations, occurs fre-
quently in the Bible, in connection with several of
the most striking and impressive of Christ's miracles,
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